ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE

An Apprechﬁon of the Author of “Sir Nigel,”
the Great Romance Which Begins Next Sunday

“When the Most Successful
Novelist Writes His Master-
piece the Eyes of the World
Who Read Are Upon Him™

HEN the most successful
W novelist of our uume, at the
zemith of his fame. writes
his undoubted masterpicee, the liter-
ary event calls for more than passing
comment. The eyes of all the world
who wnite and of all the world who
read become fixed upon the career
of Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, Knight
by grace of King Edward, and by
grace of the people the first story-
teller in the world to-day.

And there is much in his career which 1s of ex-
ceeding interest as to the facts: of exceeding value
as to the lessons.  Many wrte and few succewd:
but Doyle as a storyv-teller. as a novelst unequaled
in popularity and unequaled in the prices paid for
his work. 15 entirelv his own creation.  He holds
the priceless secret of suceess, and it s a quest of
no hittle interest to all his readers to discover, if
possible, what that secret is

The tirst impression, the major cause, the domi-
nant Aote, that strikes one as he eonsiders ham and
his work, 1s physical energy. Whenever and wherever
the powerful body is umted with the active imagin-
ation, suceess in any hne of endeavor is certain, and
preatness, as the word goes, 15 possible. Such are
our great statesmen, our great artists, our great
Liwvers It 15 useless for the mind to concaive
greatly unless the lwwdy can stand the severer
stean of exceuating greatly. With the gft of super-
abundant energy, however, Sir Arthur has the
unnsual  characteristic of bigness. He 15 over
six feet m haght, stalwart, muscular, secing all
things in a bag, Large-hearted way He 1s a membeer
of the Atheneum and the Natwomal Sporting Clubs
of London, two orgamzations as far apart an all
things as the Poles. And this is one way of saying
that he 15 o man of the highest physical and mental
pleals, which indeed s the first and most pronanent
preoshanty mamfest m his novels, s characters
and bis general hterarse plan.

And 1t s most mteresting to note how ths ing
lumiering bov in school at Stonyhurst, this boy
who wanted to be and eassily could have been one
of Englind’s famous crwketers, was lexdd mnto the
|u!§‘. if his great suocess He knew nnthmg ol
his future He had no definite amintion bevond
the desire to be a dowtor, and Ll the while his future
was makmg through causes of ahiwch he had no
brnoaledge “Sow an act and you reap a haba
Sow a halat and von reap a character Sw a
character and vou Teals o destuny ™ s one of the
best practiwcal defimitums of the dominant foree n
human hves that bas appeared.  Underneath sl
these lies an mmhbented tendency, a ruling instinct,
whih hes within ourselves and molds the hife of
vach of us. This ehmmnates all superhuman in-
flaences, dnd there 15 no nead to seck for super-
human mtluences in the present mnstance. llvrr-l:t_\-
1~ all-suticient as the primal cause

Ireland, through his ancestry, gave um the quick

wenatrm and the versatiity of its race (m

walls of his home at Hindhead hang mam
which  shiw the strong artist

His grandiather, Iohn Dovle,
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By H. J. W. DAM

was a famous cancatunst. His uncle, Richard
Doyle, was the famous * Dicky ™ Doyle of “ Punch.”
The quaint, strunge water-colors of his father,
Charles Doyvle, there to be seen. rival if they do not
exceed i ooriginality the work of his uncle. And
m their peculiar individuality, in their ghosts and
fairies, in therr goblin-trees and clond-framed faces,
thar fantastic, smiling landscapes and  mystic,
wraith-haunted gravevards, a breadth of imagin-
ation joined to a delicacy and certainty of execution
which were the direct heritage of the son.  All who
are fambar with Sir Arthur's books will know how
strong an influence this imaginative giit has exercised
upon his work.

Better than this, however, they gave him the
draitsman’s eve and the draftsman’s hand, the
power of close observation and the ability to repro-
duce farthfully what is observed. The most notable
feature of Sir Arthur’s historical novels is not so
much the eluborate and painstaking fidelity in
details, as the convincng power of the result.  In
his greatest novel up to now, “The White Com-
pany,” we are chielly impressed, artistically speak-
g, by the tremendous reality of 1t all. We breathe
the very atmosphere of the dead century. We hve
the lhife, we are an actual part of the time. and we
cannot escape this feehng.  The allusion, in short
is complete, and this proves strong conception, per-
fect drawing and wonderful completeness of detul.
Emerson sad that the laws underlving all the arts
were the same, and the truth of this was never
better exemphfied than in the work of Conan
Dovle, <on and grandson of artists, who has painted
more wonderful pactures in words than did any of
his forbears with palette and brush. £
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Without anv dreams of a hiterary career he
went to Edinburgh to become a doctor, and was
graduated with distinction at the age of twentv-
oneAnd then he discovered that he wanted to do
4 great many things which were highly inconsistent
with the career of 4 digmified Enghsh practitioner.
He wanted to sv the world: not the worlkd of
atwes, bt thoese ssolated regions in which strong
man met, m duly confhet for his existence, the
marestic forces of nature As the doctor of i
whahng-ship he spent two vears in the Arctue
Snll hl-!lllhﬂ 1o the sea, he (romsed and recnesasd
the ovean and saw and learned kfe im West Afrcs
He was a rolhing stone, but be was rolling toward
a goal of which he was not aware Fmally re-
nressing hes ddesire to wander. he settled domn
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at Southea to lecome o omventional doctor

“Dovle Has Painted More
Wonderful Pictures in Words
Than Any of His Forbears
With Palette and Brush™
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Fees were slow in coming, but he
did not lack humor, and waited his
opportunity, until a prominent and
wealthy local resident was thrown
from his horse in front of the doctor’s
office. He rushed out, bound up
the bruises, called a handsome open
carriage and rode slowly through
the town, supporting the injured
man in an attitude of scientific
devotion which would have made
the fame of an old master. The
admiring populace rose to the picture and said:
“How beautiful!” Fees flowed in. the practice
was estabhished, and the doctor sighed. Medicine
had cliimed him, and his hfe was to be that of
a conventional doctor after all.

But now another shaping force made its appear-
ance and grew in volume despite continued discour-
agement. While in college at Edinburgh he had
written a story called * The Mystery of the Sassassa
Valley.” He was full of untold stories. An ardent
reader all through his vouth of all that is heroic
in fiction, these seeds had germinated in his imagin-
ation, and the artist’s son wanted to draw, to por-
trav, to create, but in the way of letters. “The
Mystery of the Sassassa Valley,” his first story, was
published by “Chambers’s Journal™ in 1875, but
served no other office at that time than to prove
to him that he could write for the public. Four
vears afterward, however, the spirit again moved
him. and he began to steal hours from his practice
at Southsea to write other stories. Many were
they in number, and wide was their scope. He
wrote stories of the sea, stories of the Arctic, stories
of wur, stories of dead centunies and far countries,
and received no encouragement whatever.

Bret Harte once told me that even late in his
liic he had not been able to realize that his stories
were commercial commodities— were actually worth
money—that but for his vigilant agent he would
have starved to death. Much this view of things
was forced upon the Southsca doctor. He wrote
between fifty and sixty stories, all of which wer
accepted and published by “ The Cornhill,” * Temple
Bar” and other magazines, but the pay was in
shillings, and they were published anonymously.
not being deemed worthy of his unknown signature
In ten vears of such ardent and active hterarv
creation he earned less than fifty dollars per annem
by his pen.

And herein lies one great lesson. That he per-
sisted showed that it was a labor of love and not
of profit. Literature was his instinct,; he could not
helpit. No man ever rose or ever will nse to great-
ness in any branch of human endeavor which he
does not love. It is the love of the work which
deties discouragement, which causes constant prac-
tice and leads to ultimate perfection. Only Jove
can thus tinallv endow an artist’s work with that
case of execution which we call great.  To be great
is 1o b alde to do without effort that which others
tinedl 1o be impossible

\ potent result of these ten vears of unsuccessful
writing was thus a steady amprovement an style

“The dhsappaanted,” sad Distaeh, “are alwuoss




